
The Tragedie 

Haft. Whatsaclocke? ' > 

LMtjf. Ypon the drokc offoure. 

, Haft. Cannot thy maiderfieepe the tedious nights! 

So it fhould feeme by that I haue to fay : 

Fird hecommencU him to your noble Lordship. 

Haft. And then. Mcf And then he fends you word. 
He dreamt’to'night the b care had rafte his hclmc: 
Befides,hc faies there are two councels held, 

And that may be determinedat theoriej 
Which may makeyouand him to re we at rheother, * 
Therefore he fends to know yout Lordlhips pleafure : 
If prefcntly you will take horfe with him, 

And with all Ipeedc port into the Noi th , 

To fhun the danger that his foule diuines. 

Haft. Go fellow go, returns viito thy Lord, 

Bid him not fcare the feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And atthcother,is my feruant Catcsby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucherh vs. 
Whereof I fhall not haue intelligence. 

Tel him his feates aredhai 1 o w,wa nting inftancie. 

And ror his dreames,I wonder he is fo fond. 

To trull: the mockery ofvnquiet {lumbers. 

To fife the boare, before the bcare purfucs vs. 

Were tc incenfc the boare to follow vs, 

A nd make pui fuitc where he did meanc no chafe: 


Go bid thy maifterrife and come tome, 

And we will both togithertothc tower, 

Where he fhall fee the boare will vie vskindly. 

Mtf. My gratious Lo: I le tellhim what you (ay. Enter 
C at, Many good morrovves to my noble Lo : (C* 1 es b‘ 

Haft. Good morrow Catcsby ,you are early (lirriog. 
What newes what «ewes,in this our tottering date ? 

Cat. It is a reeling world indeed my Lo c 
And I beleeue it will neuer ftand vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Realme. 

Haft. How! weare the garland? doed thou meanc the ^ 
Car, Imy good Lord. U.’ ,-r~~ lTsJit.' •; (crowne? 
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of Richard the third. 

jjaflWc lraue this crowne of mine,cut frdm my fhoulders 
Ere I will (ce the crowne fo foule mifplafte: 

Rut canft thou gue(Te that hedathaimeat it. 

Cat. Vpon my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the gaine thereof. 

And thereupon he fends you this good newes,. . 

Thatthis fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene mud die at Pemfrtt. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for thatnewes, 

Becaufe they haue bene dill mine enemies : 

But that He gwe my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifiers heires in. true difeent,.. 

god knowes I will not do it to the deaths 

fat God keepe your Lordlhipin that gratious mm<fc* 

Haft. But Khali laugh at this a twcluemonth hence, 
That they who brought mein my M aiders Iiate, 

Hue to Tooke vpon their tragedie:’ 

ItelWhcc Catcsby. Cat, What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder, 

Ilcfcnd feme packing, tharyet thinkenot omt. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die my gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,andlooke not form 

Haft. O Mondrous, mondrous,and fo rails it out 

WithRiucrs, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill doo 

Withfomc men elfe,whothinke .themfelues.as.fate ... 

As thou, and I, who as thou knoweibare dears 
Tq Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat, The Princes both make high account otyc*, 

For they account his head vpon thebridge. 

Haft. I know they do^nd 1 haue well doeaied it. 

Enter Lord Stanley „ 

What my L: where is your boare-fpeare tnan! 

Feare you the-boare and go fo vnprauided! ^ 

Stan. My Lo: goodmorrow: good morrow Latcsoy .. 
You may icd on: but by the holy roode. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. 

Haft. My Lo: I hoide ray life as dear* as you do y ours. 
And ncuerin my life I do proteft, ^ 


